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Matt and Mike sitting in a tree, K--S-S-I-N-G 


Author's Notes: 
Hello, my friend! | hope this is fluffy alright for you. Enjoy the story! 


This was the last show of their August festivals tour. Soundgarden was already quite a name in the area and 
Pearl Jam was beginning to become one too. For three weeks, they had been up and down the West Coast, 
playing under the late summer sun in various college venues. Now they were back up in Seattle and 
Soundgarden was headlining one last time. The Pearl Jam guys had been watching from the side of the stage 


and once the set was over, the after-party had been in full swing. 


Many hours and beer kegs later, the smell of alcohol and sweat was still lingering in the night air and nobody 
had any idea how late it was but the bands' guests, the journalists, the groupies and anyone else usually 
hanging around backstage had started to disappear, except for the few who were way too wasted to move and 


who had crashed on the couches and garden chairs scattered around. 


Matt walked back into the main tent where he had been drinking with his bandmates for the whole night. Kim 
was still there talking with Stone but Chris and Ben had left already. He thought Stone was the last one of the 
other band but then he noticed a thin silhouette sneaking outside of the tent. The dodgy camping lights weren't 
really doing a great job at lighting the area but the drummer guessed it was Mike. 

He left Kim and Stone to their philosophical discussions and stepped towards the back. 


It was even darker back there and there were thick bushes. Matt didn't want to step into something and trip 
and hurt himself. He walked back in the tent and grabbed a small gas lamp to light up his way. 


Once he could see where he was going, he spotted Mike who hadn't apparently noticed the lack of light and was 
tentatively trying to climb on a few stacked transport boxes. Matt guessed these were the containers left on 
site by the festival organizers for the day after, when the stage would be taken down and the lights and 
speakers packed up. 

"Hey, Mikey! Careful," Matt called. 

Mike turned his head over his shoulder. He had a big drunken smile plastered on his face. 

"Hi. Matt..." 

"You're going to fall. Stay on the ground," Matt told him. 

"N-no... 'm good.. Just.. Gim-me.. A sec’.." 

Matt stopped and watched, a beer in one hand and the gas lamp in the other. Mike's climbing progression was 
pathetically slow since he couldn't see what he was doing or where he was putting his feet. And then of 


course, he was shit-faced. 


Matt sighed and put the lamp on a nearby wooden box. He took a sip of his beer and put it next to the 


lantern-style lamp before going to rescue the small guitarist. 


Matt was taller, less drunk and more athletic than Mike so he quickly stepped up on the small boxes and 
arrived at Mike's level. He grabbed him from behind by the waist and turned him around. 


"Hey! What's...2" 
"We're climbing down, Mikey. You're going to hurt yourself." 


"Nah..." 


Mike protested for a few seconds but his body apparently was very happy to stop the unnecessary exercise 


and Matt didn't have much difficulty to lead him down. Once they were on the first level of boxes, Matt sat 


him down and he jumped on the ground. 

"You good?," he said while standing in front of him, his hands on Mike's knees to hold him in place. 
Mike giggled and then put his hand in front of his mouth, his eyes going a bit glassy. 

"Don't puke on me, McCready. 

Mike's giggles turned into actual laughter. 

"J-just kid-kiddirv.." 

Matt shook his head and laughed in return 

"Good one. I'll go get Stone. He's drunk but only lightly. You know how he is. He'll get you home." 
"Party's over?" 

Even when he wasn't stuttering from being drunk, the slur in Mike's words couldn't be missed. 
"Not many people left, so yes, the party's over." 

Matt stepped back and removed his hold on the guitarist. 

"N-no... Wait... 

Matt turned around. 

"What?" 

Mike smiled stupidly, the way only drunk happy people can 

"You're totally out of order, huh?," Matt said. 

"N-no, l'm.. ‘was practi... praciciry." 

"What?" 

"Cl-climbing. Like Ed.. Eddie is not.. The only one who.. C-can.. Climb.. Ya know? Cl-climb on stuff" 


"Eddie doesn't climb when he's hammered." 


Mike shrugged. 

"L. | didn.. Didn't drink.. So much." 

"Sure," Matt chuckled. "You still outdid yourself. You get A for efforts." 
"Hey! Not funny...” 

Mike's tone wasn't giddy anymore. 

"Oh, what now?" 

"Don't... make fun.. OF m-me. You drunk too." 
"Yeah, but not as much as you are." 

"Not my f.. fault." 

"What?" 

"Am... too smaaaall..” 


Matt smiled at the comment. It was true that Mike was a lightweight. He was short and thin and really 


couldn't stomach and process as much alcohol as the others. 
"You should find your own pace. Don't try to outdrirk Chris or Ben next time” 

Mike didn't reply. Instead he let his head lean forward and he started to fall 

"Hey! Mikel" 

Matt grabbed him before he actually slid from his perching point and fell with his face flat on the ground. 
"Mmmh. ‘ry. 

Mike wrapped his arms around Matt, too happy to have something warm and steady to hold on to. 

"Come on, Mikey.. You're not big but you're gonna be heavy to carry" 

"You'd... Carry me?" 


I'd rather not. Come down, you can lean on me. Let's walk in and get cabs or Stone's car.. Time to go home." 


Mike didn't move. His grip around Matt's shoulders tightened and he buried his face in the crook of his neck. 
Matt felt the tip of Mike's nose poke against his throat and then a soft but slightly wet sensation. His foggy 
mind took a few seconds to realize it was Mike's lips trailing across his Adam's apple. 

"Huh... Mike? .. What are you..2" 

"Shh-hh!" 


In a very uncoordinated way, Mike unwrapped one of his arms from around Matt and slammed his index finger 


on Matt's mouth, but not before first hitting his cheek since he didn’t really see what he was doing, 
'D-Don't tell.. Anyone" 

Matt bit back a laugh and moved Mike's hand from his face. 

"Tell what?" 


Mike didn't reply immediately. He made a low whining sound and then moved his head up. This time he started 
to nuzzle the side of Matt's jaw, lips slightly parted. They trailed up slowly, till they reached Matt's earlobe. 


"Y-you're.. M-my..Secret.. Crush..." 


Matt didn't move and kept on holding Mike. It seemed like Mike realized what he had just said because he didn't 
move either and then he finally turned his face away from Matt. 


"Mike, you're drunk and you think lm someone else” 
The guitarists head was still hanging low and he kept his face away from Matt 
"N-nah.. l'm.. m erushin’ hard.. On you... 

Matt moved back a bit 

sate 

"Uh-huh." 


Matt wanted to laugh at what Mike had just said but he recalled that only a few minutes ago, he had been a 
bit upset when he had made fun of him for being too drunk. He didn't want to piss him off. Mike was a friend. 


Matt's train of thoughts was interrupted when Mike unexpectedly cupped the side of his face with one hand. 
This time he was looking him straight in the eyes. He still looked totally drunk but also very serious. 


‘Ive al-always... Ya know.. ‘lways.. L-liked you." 
Mike used his free hand to move his long hair out of his own face. 
"Pl-please.. Don't... Don't hate me but I.. Always... Found you... Hot as fuck.” 


Matt swallowed hard. He wasn't upset or disgusted by what he was hearing. He was more shocked to hear that 
his friend might have been seriously infatuated with him and was only now saying something about it. 


"Don't... Don't tell the others," Mike quickly added with a pleading tone. "Pl-please... Don't..." 
"Hey, hey, hey.. Mikey.. Calm down." 

Matt moved closer and put his arms over Mike's shoulders to keep him steady. 

"Not gonna say anything. To anyone, okay?" 

Mike gave him a weak smile. 

"Y-you promise?" 


"Yeah, | promise. And you know what? Tomorrow when you wake up with that massive hangover, you won't 


remember what you told me anyway, so don't worry," Matt said to try to reassure his friend. 
Mike giggled a bit and then pushed his forehead against Matt's. 

"But... You'll.. You'll remember. 

Matt smiled. 

Yep" 

Mike waited a moment. Matt didn't say anything else. 

"You... Don't mind?" 

"Am surprised.. But no, | don't mind. You're my friend" 

Mike nodded and gave a quick peck on the corner of Matt's mouth. 

"Your friend.. Y-yes.." 


One of Mike's hand unexpectedly landed on Matt's crotch. 


"B-but... | can be.. M-more.." 


This time, it was Matt who put his finger on Mike's mouth while he removed Mike's palm from between his 


legs with his other hand. 


"Mikey, no. Not like this. We'll have that conversation later. When you sober up, if you still wanna talk about 


that.. You know where | live." 


Even through the drunken haze, Mike's brain seemed to have registered what Matt had said. His tired eyes 


sparkled for a brief moment and then he gave a kiss on Matt's finger, which was still on his lips. 

Matt chuckled and gave Mike a kiss on his forehead. 

"Okay, let's go now." 

Once again, Mike let Matt move him down on the ground. He held him by the waist and helped him walk back 
inside the tent, where Stone and Kim were still standing exactly in the same spot, talking and nursing a bottle 
of beer each. 

"You'll need to give McCready a ride home," Matt announced when he walked in with the Pearl Jam guitarist. 
Stone turned around and rolled his eyes. 

"Oh, god. He looks fresh...” 

"Be nice to him," Matt said. 

‘Im always nice," Stone replied. "I just hope he doesn't throw up in the car. | took my mom's car tonight" 


"Good night, Mikey," Matt said while giving him a hug and delivering him safely to Stone. 


Mike was too tired to talk. He just kept his half-lidded eyes glued on Matt as Stone grabbed him and started to 
head for the door. 


